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a smart chap^and it was a pity I had chosen this path. It
would be better if I	"
He stopped and wiped his face with his left hand. His
eyes had a dry shine to them.
"I-understand," said Pavel.
" 'It would be better to serve the law,' he said."
The kkokhol shook his fist. "The law—God damn his
soul!" he muttered through clenched teeth. "It'd be better
if he'd struck me in the face. It'd have been easier for me,
and maybe for him. I couldn't stand his spitting in my
heart with that stinking sputum of his!"
Andrei snatched his hand out of Pavel's with a convul-
sive movement and went on in a low voice, full of repug-
nance, "I struck him in the face and walked away. Then
I heard Dragunov behind me say softly, 'Caught you at
last!' He must have been waiting round the corner." The
kkokhol paused. "I didn't turn round, though I had a feel-
ing—I heard the blow. But I kept on my way as if I had
stepped on a toad. At work they came crying, 'They've
killed Isai!' I couldn't believe it. But my arm began to
ache so that I could hardly work. It didn't exactly hurt;
it was as though it had withered/' He cast a furtive glance
at his hand. "I suppose I won't be able to wash off that
filthy stain all my life."
"The important thing is that your heart's clean," said
the mother softly.
"I don't blame myself for it—oh no!" said the khokhol
firmly. "Only it's sickening. I needn't have got mixed up
inifo"
"I don't understand you," said Pavel with a shrug of
his shoulders. "You didn't do the killing, but even if you
had-"
"Listen, brother—if you know a killing's going on and
you don't stop it—"
"I don't understand you," insisted Pavel. "That is, per-
haps I do, but it doesn't touch me."
The whistle blew. The khokhol listened to its imperious
summons, then threw back his head.

